CHAPTER III
The March into Captivity
OF that march I cannot write a pleasant history
with neat notes on historical places and pictures
of scenery and of men, We travelled the
length of upper Mesopotamia into Kurdistan, past a
hundred cities of renown, across the breadth of Cilicia,
and then far up into Anatolia till we came to Kustamouni
below the Black Sea. In all we travelled perhaps some
i,600 miles. I can give no consecutive account of times
and places, With a halt here and there and a day's
rest now and again, we trudged solidly mile after mile
until we became as the animals. For myself the great
facts of life were hunger and thirst and an aching desire
to rest, I had no clear thinking, but only a dull instinct
that I must go on, and that ahead there was water and
food and sleep. The training of the public schools, the
veneer and polish of modern life and civilization dis-
appeared, and we were primitive in our dealings one
with another, Like an animal I trudged forward,
eating when I could find food, drinking water
foul or clear, tired but with an insistent subcon-
scious instinct of fear that if I stopped I should
fall into the hands of the mutilating Arab. Here and
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